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tion that was important, that came first. Afterwards,
she would tell him and he would understand. But
perhaps he wouldn't forgive her. She couldn't bear
to think of a future unforgiven by Serge.
She was frightened of those words "sixth sense"
and "absolute pitch". Those were her immediate
enemies, the enemies she must circumvent. Other
problems would arise later.
Because jt would not be hers and his, she saw the
child entirely as Cuthbert's.
She and Serge would be instruments playing
together for the first and last time, brought together,
so to speak, by the illness of the player who had been
engaged for the performance.
Serge would understand, he always understood
everything. She was going to him because of his
understanding. It was a supreme compliment. He
might not see it like that.
Supreme compliments are difficult to accept.
"There won't be any room for your maid," he had
said, "but Henriette will bustle about with all that
noisy goodwill which interferes with the peace of the
countryside."
When she had first promised to go to the Moulin,
she had thought of long days shot with silence,
crowded with endless talk, happy desultory days
divorced from time and life.
Now she was going like a general embarking on a